DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
The King, in his long white cloak, went down the steps and
threw the traditional wooden cross into the muddy stream, and
four men in long white smocks jumped in it up to their knees and
recovered the cross and kissed it and brought it back to the King,
who gave it back to the Patriarch, and the waters had been
blessed, and the white cloak went up the steps again and the king
looked upstream to where, several hundred yards away, behind
lines of soldiers, his Bucharesters stood, and raised his field
marshal's baton in salute. No responsive cheer came. Perhaps
they were too far away to see the gesture. So he saluted again and
still there was silence, all round, and he climbed the rest of the
steps and went down the roadway to a spot where a little dais
had been built and there he took his stand, with the few score
military attaches and ministers and officials grouped behind him,
and reviewed his troops, who came marching by.
If you can imagine King George reviewing the Guards in a
Piccadilly from which the civilian population has vanished, you
will have some idea of the scene. The only sounds that broke the
silence were the music of the bands and the tramp of soldiers. In
their strangely varied uniforms they marched past. King Carol
has a Hohenzollern-like weakness for uniforms, and all the armies
of the world seemed to have contributed something to this little
pageant, in a still and deserted city. There were soldiers who
looked like pre-war German cavalrymen and infantrymen.
Others who looked something like French Chasseurs Alpins.
Others who resembled the Italian Bersaglieri, with their feathered
bonnets. Others who, with little knobbed shakos, seemed like
1870 French infantrymen. Others, with peaked caps and broad-
striped trousers, who came somewhere between American Marines
and West Point Cadets. Others whose furry hats recalled Crimean
Grenadiers. Others, again, khaki-clad, who looked like war-time
British infantrymen.
I don't know what the state of Rumanian armaments is — it is
said to be backward — but the raw material inside these uniforms,
I thought, was first-dags. I saw straight features, well-built bodies.
In an all-together-against-an-aggressor war the Rumanian army,
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